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cure your services, and therefore I must accept your terms."
A scratch of a pen on a sheet of paper settled the agreement; and Mr. Hall, with a profusion of bows and thanks for what he was pleased to call my " hospitable treatment," took up his hat to depart. There was a farmer's light taxed-cart at the door, and finding its owner was going as far as Blackburn, I gave him half-a-crown to take my " strange-looking friend " to his destination.
The next week, on Monday, I reached Blackburn early in the morning, and about half-past ten o'clock, my strange negotiator was ushered into my room, accompanied by " another spirit" almost as strange as himself; a very swarthy, powerful man, considerably over six feet high, with jet-black 'glossy hair, that hung on the sides of his cheeks in short ringlets. He was dressed in a velveteen suit, and had altogether a regular gipsy look and air. (Par ndbile fratrum / thought I.) The last stranger was duly presented to me, as " Mr. Gould; our stage-manager, sir! "
They had called to show me to the theatre ; and I got up and followed them, to the rather dingy back-street in. which it was situated. The company was assembled, and we commenced the rehearsal of " Othello." The tall Gould was the lago, and my Desdemona was the " angel" aforesaid, a well-looking young woman, who, without seeming particularly to understand them, was very perfect in the words of the text My new friend the stage-manager, barring occasional extraordinary, and hitherto undreamt of readings, was pretty safe; and though there was aeology) who has
